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That was too much3 auntie thought, with none of
them up, and auntie in her curlers. Rosa would
not tell her what they had been doing} but it was
something to do with the sundial.
*clt couldn't be buried under it," said Stephen,
"they must have brought it in the sundial or there
was no sense in bringing it at all, but I can't find
a trace. I can't believe they brought the whole
thing, the pedestal and plinth, it must weigh a
ton^ besides, it's so crudely made; so that leaves the
dial There must be some sort of attachment under-
neath it 1 should think. It's all in one piece and the
style is welded with it. We'll have to take the dial
right out/'
Every morning as soon as it was light Stephen
came with a drill that a native mason had taught
him to use; slowly he drilled round the dial,
separating it from the stone, and always before he
went away he covered it with the jasmine, and no
one knew what he was doing but Rosa; Blanch e^
who found out everything, was in bed. When he
had drilled right round the face they found that
still they could not lift the dial.
"It's sunk in putty or cement or some such/5
groaned Stephen. "I shall have to drill right
underneath."
He began again the weary hours of drilling;
Rosa was tired of it, especially as Stephen would
not tell her what he hoped to findj but he was
endlessly patient. At last one day he he found
that he could lift the dial a little at the sides.
"Give it a good heave/" suggested Rosa,